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T’he atomic wind catches your wings and you are yroyeded hachwards 
into the future, an entity time traveding through the hate Cloth, a 
sytace case, an ahien angeh mayhe, hoohing down the deej) throat of a 
mihhion catastrophes, screenfhash of a mihhionmihhion conscious machines 

hums hriffiant 


users caught in the static hfitz of carrier fire 
unseeing the downfoadthat scrihhhes on their hurnt-out retinas 
seize in post reah epiheptic hhiss 


Suchedin, down through a vortex of hanahity. You have just missed the 
twentieth century. You are on the hrinh of the mihhennium - which one - 
what does it matter? It's the cross dissohve that's captivating. Y^he hot 




contagion of miffennia fever fuses retro witfifuture, catayuiting bodies 
witfi organs into tecfinotogia ... wfiere code dictatesytieasure and 

satisfies desire. 

“Pretty giretty aypfets adorn my tfiroat. 1 am strings of binary. 

“] amymre artifice. Pxadonfy my memories. “Uyfoadme into your 
jpornograjifiic imagination. Write me. 

identity expiodes in muitipie morpfiings andinfdtrates tfie system at 

root. 

Unnama^fe parts of no wfiofe sfiort circuit tfie code recognition 
programsffipping surveidance agents into fiyper-drive wfiicfi spew out 
midions of Sits of corrupt data as tfiey seize in fits of schizophrenic 

panic and trip on terror. 

So what's the new midennium got to offer the dirty modemhess masses? 

Uhicgiitous fresh water? 

Simufation has its fimits. Pare the artists of 
oppressed nations on aparadef agenda? Perhaps it is just naturah 
seiection? T’hepheasure's in the demateriafization. 

We are the mahignant accident which fed into your system whife you 
were sfeeping. “Andwhen you wade we widterminate your digitah 
defusions, hijaching your impeccahfe software. 

Your fingers prohe my neuraf networh. “dhe tingfing sensation in the 
tips of your fingers are my synapses responding to your touch. It's not 
chemistry, it's efectric, extending my boundary 
hut in cipher space there are no hounds <or so they say> 
PU“flldSPIPALSPACP P'pfPPP IS idO “fldPY 
there is onfy *us* 



T "rying toffee tfie fmary Q enter tfie chromosome which is not one 

xxrxxrxxrxxrxxrxxrxxrxxrxxrxxrxxrxxrxxrxx 


entice me 


syifice me 

map my ‘A‘B‘A9/T>0^‘ET> genome as your project 
artificiaffy invofve me 
i wanna five forever 

tpfoacf me in yr shiny shiny TVC future 

Subject X says transcendence fies at the fimit ofworfds, where now and 
now, here and efsewhere, text and membrane impact. 

where truth evaporates. 

where nothing is certain T’here are no maps 

T’he fimit is “idO C‘A‘R‘RQiE% the sudden shoch of no contact, reaching 

out to touch <someone> 


but the shin is cofd... 

T’he fimit is permission denied, vision doubfed, andffesh necrotic. 

Command fine error 


Odeavy eyefidsfofdover mypupifs, fihe curtains of fead. Odot ice hisses 
my synapses with an (ec)static rush. My system is nervous, neurons 
screaming - spirafing towards the singufarity. Tfoating in ether, my 

body imp fodes. 
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